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know anything about it. She hasn't got the parcel. She put it in her safe without opening it."
" What safe ? "
" She has a safe at the bank - a safe-deposit, you know. It has a secret combination/*
" Your mistress has a safe at the bank ? What's this yarn you're trying to tell me ? "
" Well, it isn't exactly at an ordinary bank. It's at the Savings Bank, in the rue Coq-Heron. Only a few yards away from the Banque de France. It comes to the same thing. She has a pass-book; and, along with her passbook, she rents a safe-deposit for eighteen francs a year* It isn't very dear, is it ? "
" But . . . what kind of woman is she, eh ? "
" Not what you think. Oh, no - nothing like that. She's a business woman. She has a shop."
" Married ? "
** Yes.   And well married, too."
" She is, eh ? And you told me that you had been hard up, almost at your wits' end, more than once. . . ."
" I didn't say at my wits' end."
" All right; but absolutely at the end of your resources* And this woman, well off as she is - didn't she help you ? "
" Well, to begin with, I'm not very fond of asking women for money. You always seem to take me for an apache or a pimp."
" It's very nice of you, of course, to be so particular as all that. But there are people who would rather accept money from one woman than go to the trouble of killing another. . . , Besides, you could have given it back to her some time."
" No. ... I haven't known her long enough. It would have destroyed her illusions about me. I may as well tell you that I passed myself off with her as being better than I am. I didn't tell her that I was a poor devil of a printer. She takes me for a man of good birth. I told her that I was an engineer."
cc And she believed you ? "